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UNIVERSAL PEACE. 
LAST OF A GLORIOUS ARMY AND NAVY—IF CARNEGIE HAD HIS WAY. 
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“An 
inany 


average American knows 


people. But he does not 


always know where they are. 


He has a thousand friends and 
acquaintances. Where are they at 
this particular moment? He can 
be sure of some of them—perhaps 
a dozen. But he wants to locate 


»yne or more of the others. 


The 
to reach them. 


Bell system enables him 


If he finds his friend at home, 
or in his place of business, he 
talks with him at once. If helearns 
that his friend is in some other 
town the Bell System will furnish 


the connection. 


Cities are larger than they used 
to be. Men know and need to 
know more people. Yet the need 
of keeping in touch is as great as 
ever. Without Bell service there 
would be hopeless confusion. 

The 
not confined to one town or one 
community. It is not satisfying 
simply to learn that a man is out 
of town; through the Long 
Distance Service of the Bell Sys- 
tem he may be reached wherever 
he is. 

The Bell Service extends to all 
communities. It reaches the mill- 
ions of American people. One in 
twenty is a Bell subscriber. The 
other nineteen can be found, be- 
cause Bell service is universal 
service. 


The telephone does more work for less money than any 
other servant of mankind. There is economy as well as 


efficiency in one system, one policy, universal service. 
Every Bell Telephone is the Center of the System. 
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Great Western 
Champagne 


HALF THE COST OF 
IMPORTED 









Great WESTERN 


Of the Six Ameri- 
can Champagnes 
Exhibited, Great 
Western was the 
Only One Awarded 
the Gold Medal at 
Paris Exposition, 
1900. 


Your Grocer or Dealer 
Can Supply You 






Sold Everywhere 
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Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 
Rheims, N. Y. 


Oldest and Largest 
Champagne House 
in America 
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WASTE-BASKET NUMBER. 


Wwi'8 the single excep- 
tion of this column, 
JupGe for this week is 
edited by contributors. 
Even the regular editorial 
page is given to an expres- 
' 7 sion of their views. Au- 
\ Be thors have so long said that 
(Sf: ‘ editors rejected their fun- 
niest jokes, that JUDGE 

thought it was time to give them an 
opportunity to offer their wares to the 





public. 

When the idea of such a number was 
suggested to William J. Lampton, he 
replied, ‘‘ The idea is a good one if you 
will carry it to its logical finish; that 
is, publish whatever any writer-humorist 
will send to you over his signature. 
But if you still assume the editorial 
prerogative of the manu- 


, 


‘ swatting 


script, what’s the good of sending any- | 


thing? Of course, if an author sends 
more than one thing, that at- 
cempts to unload on you, you can send 
back the surplus; but one thing at least 
you must take.’’ This is exactly what 
the editor of JupGE has done. 

The case now goes before the court of 
public opinion. What is your verdict? 
For the best JUDGE 
offers a prize of five dollars. A second 
prize of three dollars and a third prize 
of five three months’ subscriptions to 
JuDGE will be awarded for the next six 
best letters. Everybody is eligible to 
whether subscribers to JuDGE or 
not. One can vote on both sides of the 
question, as prizes are awarded on the 
merits of the letter. Authors, however, 
must not stuff the ballot box. 


and by 


letter received, 


vote, 


VALENTINE NUMBER 
Along with the com- 
will be a 
serious one worth framing. It is drawn 
by James Montgomery Flagg and is in 
full color. Don’t forget the combina- 
tion for Valentine night: 

MISS MUDGE, 

HOME-MADE FUDGE, 

VALENTINE JUDGE. 


Out next week. 
ical sentiments of the day 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





“The Little 
Brown Box”’ 


Philip Morris 
_ Cigarettes 


Good? Well, rather. 





Pears’ 


“A scowling look is al- 
together unnatural.” 

All the features of Pears’ 
Soap are pleasing. A nat- 
urally good soap for the 
complexion. 


Sold by the cake and in boxes. 
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engines to thos iil 
own Hulls. Engine control 
Special proposition to agents 
for a limited time only. 


Cc. T. WRIGHT ENGINE CO., 
1002 Canal Street, Greenville, Mich. 
oo 


“Keenoh”’ ascents make this and more 


Keenoh 

is the great razor shareaer, the only one 
ep that will hone or strop. L.A. Flinker 
S} makes $50.(%) to $150.00 a week selling it 
KEENOH CO. 3875 Keenoh Bl. Detroit, Mich 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New Yor‘. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


AMBITIOUS AGENTS will find in our tube form fod 
flavors (saving 80) a remarkable and unlimited « 
portunity to build a big, profitable and permane "it 
business. Write for terms, and territory. You v '!! 
make dollars by investigating at once. C. H. Stu rt 
& Co., 9 Stuart Block, Newark, New York. 





MORE FUN than a barrel of MONKEYS. 
"Alpha" RUBBER TACKS }))'"3"05 5. 


PARKER, STEARNS & €0., 294 Sheffield Ave., Brooklyn, ’ A 
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class in school.’’ 


‘“Yep. I guess you could find him there right now if you 


Y/ ‘* Do you see that big buildin’ up yonder on 
the hill?’’ replied the old settler. 

, ‘* You don’t mean to tell me that is the home of 

little Sim Watson, who was always at the foot of his 


EDITED BY CONTRIBUTORS. 


AN INVENTIVE GENIUS. 


By S. E. KISER. 


on the hill ”’ 


“ HAT ever became of Sim Watson?’’ asked cheating him out of the profits that his invention brought, eh? 
the man who had returned to the little How much do you suppose he is worth?”’ 
old town after the lapse of many years. ‘“* Worth? He ain’t worth nothin’.’’ 


** But I thought you said he lived in that fine building up 


‘*He does. That’s our new poorhouse.”’ 


IT HAS HAPPENED. 


By TUDOR JENKS 


was to go up and ask. You see, Sim got to be a great hand for VJ HEN one sends a MS. to a chosen Ed., 


inventin’ things. The first invention he ever invented was a 
shoebrush that would go by turnin’ a crank, and he might have 
made a fortune out of it if he had only fixed it so that the brush 
could have been tilted. Bein’ stationary, it would only brush 


the tops of the shoes ; and, 
besides that, there were some 
other drawbacks, one of which 
was that the first time Sim 
ever tried it the chain broke, 
one end hittin’ him just below 
the right eye and nearly puttin’ 
it out. 

‘‘ After that, he invented 
a flyin’ machine. That came 
purty nigh endin’ his career, 
too. Only thing saved him 
was that Dave Henderson’s 
oldest boy wanted to gu up on 
the thing first. Sim was sweet 
on one of Dave’s girls at the 
time, and I guess he thought it 
would be a good way to get in 
with the family by lettin’ the 
boy try the flyin’ machine. 
After that he ’’—- 

** But did he get the girl?’’ 

‘“*Well, no; but I don’t 
think Dave laid up any grudge 
against him. He had a big 
family left, anyway. Sim’s 
next invention was a dish- 
washin’ machine that was to 
be operated by adog on a tread- 
mill. There was great excite- 
ment when folks found out 
about it, and a man came down 
from the city to look at the 
thing. He was representin’ a 
company with a lot of money, 
that was goin’ to take it up 
and push it if it was all right.’’ 

**And Sim was bright 
enough to prevent them from 
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** Curse the luck!’’ says Failure ; 
‘** Fame is but a guess. 
Barren is my labor, 
While my lucky neighbor 
Daily reaps success !’’ 


Cheer up, Mr. Failure 
Life ’s a building game ! 
Rear vour efforts, towering, 
Till the next one, flowering, 
Blossoms into fame. 


— Burges Johnson 


Thinking he’ll become a very willing Cred., 
That he’l! mark the MS. with a big O. K., 
Or with ‘‘ Ace.,’’ according to his way, 
And that thereupon you’!] be sure to get a 
Pretty little check to pay some pressing Dr., 


It’s really disappointing to 
have it marked ‘‘ Rej.,”’ 
And often makes an author just 

a bit Dej. 


WHAT WORRIES JACK. 

Mildred —‘* Every time 
Jack calls on me he appears 
worried, and I feel sure it’s 
because the poor fellow can’t 
screw up the courage to ask 
for my hand.”’ 

Jealous girl friend—‘‘ Yes; 
it probably worries him to 
have the sentence hanging over 
him !"’—Charles Cormac Mullin. 


RIGHTEOUSNESS. 
ITTLE Jack Horner sat in 
a corner, 
Eating his daily lunch; 
He looked at the crowd, 
And he snorted out loud, 
‘* 1’ m the only good boy in the 
bunch!’’ 


Rev. Charles Irvin Junkin, 


INFORMATION WANTED. 
Mrs. Benham—‘ I wish 
you would expiain one thing 
about this tariff question.’’ 
Benham —*‘ Let her go.”’ 
Mrs. Benham—‘‘ How does 
a tariff on raw materials affect 


the price of breakfast foods?’’ 
— H. I. Horton 


HE rating you give your- 

self and that which your 

friends give you somehow 
never equalize.—c. c m 






CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTE 
HE EDITOR of JupGeE intended to 
publish a few editorials on this 
about current affairs, but we 
found it necessary to send 
the following communica- 


, page 


- 


7 








tion: 


Epitor JUDGE: 

Dear sir—The editors of 
the Waste Basket Number 
of JupGe thank you for 
submitting the  inclosed 
manuscripts, which we have 
personally examined, and 
regret that we cannot make use of them 
in this number of JuDGE. 

No doubt you will be. more successful 
with the other fifty-one issues of JuDGE. 

Besides, we only want funny stuff for 
the Waste Basket Number. 

Very truly yours, 
F. P. Pitzer, et al. 


THE TRIALS OF THE JOKESMITH. 
a? I PLOD along the rocky path of the 
jokesmith, on down toward the slope 
of the hill where the River of Rest flows 
softly in the Valley of Night, I become 
more and more convinced that the laugh- 
ter-provoking citizen who dazzles us with 
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TAKEN ESPECIALLY FOR THE 
MAGAZINES 








his subtle wit gets it all 
out of some joke-book. 
Time and time again I 
have picked up an inno- 
cent-looking joke as it 
fell apparently fresh 
from the lips of some 
innocent child or old 
man. I have “‘ bit’’ it 
and rung it on the coun- 
ter tosee if it was good, 
and given it the acid 
test, then polished it 
anew and dressed it in 
its best and latest cloth- 
ing, only to find that I 
was ‘‘stung’”’ again. 

It is sad, it is heart- 
breaking, this eternal 
stampede athwart the 
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meadows of fancy in a 
wild endeavor to throw ols 
our hat over a gay little Wy 
butterfly of a jokelet be 
which seems to dazzle iy 
us with its rainbow 


splendor; and at last, 
as we drop pauting on 


the ground with our old HOW THE 


hat over the prize, we 
open it carefully to find we have caught 
a gypsy-moth! 

You can trust some friends with your 
character—if you have any—and some 
men with your pocketbook—if you sell 
jokes enough to support such a thing; 
but you can trust neither of these with a 
joke. After a careful and most pains- 
taking inventory of the people who have 
told me side-splitting jokes, I find that 
not one in a thousand is capable, or has 
the courage, to run down a wild and skit- 
tish original joke, and, with knife be- 
tween his teeth, shin up the tree and 
shake the ‘‘ varmint’”’ out. 

Those two jokes which you say are old 
I heard ’way back in the woods of Scho- 
harie where I was trout fishing. He was 
an old man who never saw a humoristic 
paper in his life nor read aught else than 
the county Democratic organ and the pat- 
ent-medicine ads in Cold Comfort. I hun- 
ger for no man’s gore, but deep in my 
heart is the everlasting wish that I could 
feast the man who palms off an old joke 
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REGULAR NUMBERS ARE EDITED. 


on me with green apples and warm milk. 


—Don Cameron Shafer 


FROM A NEW CONTRIBUTOR. 
Accompanying a Sonnet to the Mocking Muse 

é¢ T DESIRE you to know 
that the inclosed son- 
net of six lines are entirely 
of my own composure with- 
out assistance from no one. 
It is not my first attempt 
at poetickal composition, as 
Iam the awthor of some- 
thing like one hundred poems wrote by 
myself on various lines of thought. 
Some has been published in our town 
paper. If desired, will be pleased to 
send you one a week for your own sheet 
on any subject wished. The inclosed 
was wrote in thirteen minutes, although 
I had not thought it up before I wrote it. 
It comes natchrel to me to write poetry, 
one of my own uncles having went crazy 
while writing poetry and my grand- 
mother on one side often wrote wedding, 
birth, and death poetry. 
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THE WINTER VIOLET—A CONFIDENCE. 


By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS ¥ 


HE SNOW was drifting o’er the mere, 
The world itself was cold and drear— 
It always is this time of year! 

The ice was forming on the pond, 

And all the prospect out beyond 


Then, with a gladsome, cheery voice 
‘hat made my frozen heart rejoice, 
Because its measures were so choice, 


JUDGE 


Spelled bitter, bleak, and chill despond. 


The violet beneath the snow, 


A tender little purple blow, 


Began her music soft and low. 


‘From winter naps ’tis time to awake! 
Get out your spade and garden rake, 
And in your hand your shovel take; 
And if you want my services, 

Come dig me up before I freeze ’’’— 

She paused a moment here to sneeze. 


** What dost thou here, oh, flower, shy?”’ 
I queried of her by and by, 

When after sturdy effort I 

Had dug her out from ’neath the drift, 

A lovely, fragrant, floral gift, 

And root and stem gave her a lift. 


‘*Oh, I’m the winter violet! 

My coming is but etiquette, 

By many years’ observance set. 

It is my task to come each year, 
Despite the weather cold and drear, 
And settle ’neath a snowdrift here, 


“** In order that the poet throng, 

Who find their pockets far from long, 
May turn my coming into song; 

And for their bits of tuneful chaff— 
Excuse me, but it is to laugh !— 

Get seven dollars and a half. 


‘* Though, truth to tell, my friend,’’ quoth she, 


With sundry pretty winks at me, 
‘* I’m not the freak I used to be; 
And I’m afraid we’ll see the day 


When he who wants to win the bay 
Will have to try some other lay.’’ 


L’ ENVOI. 


Perhaps she’s right! Yet, there’s a doubt, 


And so I send these verses out, 
To see if winter violets 


Are proof ’gainst ‘‘ Editor’s regrets.’’ 











THE CENTRAL FIGURE IN THE DIVORCE COURTS. 


THE LEARNED MAN. 
By ELLIS 0. JONES. 


Hé SAT on a settle by the sea. 
He winked his elderly eye at me, 
And asked how much is three times three. 


‘* Three times three,’’ said I, ‘‘ is nine. 
The sea is smooth; the breeze is fine.’’ 
But his face showed scorn in every line. 


‘*The root of the matter is this,’’ said he, 
With a soft caress to his gray goatee; 
‘Three times three is the square of three. 


‘That sounds to me like tweedledum,’”’ 
Said I. And he bit his horny thumb, 
As if he’d like to strike me dumb. 


‘* Tweedledum or tweedledee!’’ 
(And he tore around like a chimpanzee.) 
** Count it up for yourself,’’ said he. 


‘* Father, I meant no harm,’’ said I. 
‘* The sea is blue; likewise the sky. 
We, too, can agree, if we only try.’’ 


‘*T am a learned man,’’ said he, 
‘* And the world is moved by the great decree 
That the square of three is three times three.’’ 





HIS CAUSE OF DISAFFECTION. 


THOUGHT you were in love 

with that girl.”’ 

‘*So I was until I saw her at 
table. Then the conviction forced 
itself on me that I could not marry 
her without the risk of shorten- 
ing her existence by insufficient 
meals. ’’ —La Touche Hancock. 

















WOULD GIVE HER AWAY. 


Officiating clergyman—*‘ At the 
wedding this evening, Mr. Simp- 
kins, do you intend to give your 
daughter away?’’ 

Mr. Simpkins—‘‘ Sure! I don’t 
expect any remuneration; besides 
that, I’m only too glad to get her 
off my hands !"’—charles Cormac Mullin 
















sé GREENLAND, my son, the 
nights are six months long.’’ 
‘*They must have to eat be- 
tween meals in Greenland, pa.’’ 
—H. I. Horton. 
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‘‘ Tf that is true,’’ said I to him then, 

‘* How far is it from Now to When? 

And what is the age of a Jenny 
Wren?”’ 


‘‘The answer is simple as A B C.”’ 

(And he solemnly rested his hand 
on his knee.) 

‘* Three times three is the square 
of three.’’ 


‘Oh, then,’’ said I, as I passed 
along, 

‘*Tt’s merely a dash from Ping to 
Pong, 

And a poker is only a half a tong.”’ 


** Quite so,’’ said he, and he laughed 
in glee. 

‘It’s just as easy as crossing a ‘ t.’ 

The square of three is three times 
three.’’ 


Contributor's Note: The above is a much rejected 
but none the less dejected poem. There is no trouble 
with the poem. It is as meaningless as any other 
great poem, perhaps more so. The trouble is solely 
with the writer. If it had been written by Edward 
Lear or Robert Browning, it would have gone thunder- 
ing down the ages, gathering meaning as it went. 
Even yet, some soulful critic may pounce upon it 
gleefully and discover something in it that was not 
intended.—E. 0. J. 









HERE is always room at the 
top of a lot of persons.—c. c. m. 
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THE GRUMBLINGS OF A BABY % 


' By F. P PITZER 
ALK about the fellow who rocks the 
boat! Why, he’s only an amateur 
compared with the person who rocks 
the cradle! I’ve been rocked so 
much that my internal organs must 
\* look like a piece of mince pie. 
Sometimes I get awfully seasick 
Ye . from the motion, but I don’t dare 
/ é cry about it or they'd wiggle the 
thing so much harder. Guess they 





want me to be asailor when I grow up. All 
I’ve got to do is to grunt just a little bit, 





anc it seems to be a signal for the cradle to 
start. I frequently think my father mistakes the cradle for a 
dice box, 

I received a beautiful pair of booties—lavender, with bery] 
stripes—-hand-painted. The spinster who brought them told 
mother that I must wear them out. I wonder what chance I 
have of wearing them out while lying on my back in a crib all 
day. 

Had a severe attack of the colic yesterday Must be 
painter's colic from those booties. Everybody that came in had 
a sure-cure remedy. I heard one suggest, ‘‘ Why don’t oo lay 
it on its tummy?’’ This suggestion was immediately carried 
out, and I had to stare at a horrid carpet design for twenty 
minutes. The way my mother jounced me up and down made 
me think I was in swimming on the bounding billows. 

About two o’clock in the morning father had to get up and 
make me some fennel -tea. I giggled to myself to see him 
staggering about in his pajamas. Every piece of furniture in 
the house seemed to be anxious to bump against his toes. 

I received my first spanking last Monday at two-twenty 
a.m. When I grow up I'm going to give my father a talking 
to about that little affair—if ' remember it. 

It’s strange what idiotic things they give me to play with 
when I cry. Father’s suspenders, grandpa’s snuff-box, bright 
red labels from tomato cans, a mirror, a rubber boot. Those 
are a few of the things that were on the menu to-day. Lucky 
I’m not a baby ostrich, or there’d be a few things missing 
around this house. 

When I get big I am going to ask the Society for Preven- 
tion of Cruelty to Children to prevent fathers from singing 
lullabies to their babies. My father has been singing enough 
rot to me to make an amateur night look ill in comparison. It 
doesn’t make me go to sleep, for I just lie awake wondering 
what he’s singing about. And he’s got a voice that sounds like 
a hoarse auto-horn, and when he gets to ‘‘ Hushaby, hushaby!’’ 
you imagine somebody is dropping a wet muff into the mud. 

Mother is worried to death because my ears are commenc- 


ing to stand out from my head, and every day she ties them 





back with a silk 
handkerchief. I 
saw her shudder 





the other day 
when Miss Prim 
said I had ears 
just like my 
grandpa, for you 
know my grand- 
pa’s ears stand 
out like Marconi 


wireless sta- 





tions. lo 
Well, things 
seem a lit- aa 
tle too * 
comfortable ~ 


and quiet = 
around the 


house. I “WHAT'S IN A NAME?” 
guess 1711 





* Wot 's d’ name ?”’ 
cry. Here ** Markoczynski."’ 
goes! ‘ How d’ ye spell it ?’’ 
‘* Vy you esk me? Didn’t you ever vent to school ?’’ 
FAMILY TROUBLES. 
Little Waldo reports 
| Foe week our baby had a spazzum, 
And I’ve had scarlet rash, 
And we've got hives, too—pa, he has ’em; 
And our dog’s name is Dash, 
And he has forty million fleas 
That keep him busy scratchin’. 
Ma says we haven't anv cash 
Nor credit nor idees, 
*Cause they’re things that ain’t catchin’. 


A SUPERFLUITY. 
OFFLE was ‘“‘ buttoning up’”’ his wife. He had done nobly 
until he got down to the waist band. Then, contort him- 
self as he would, the two remaining links obstinately refused 
to connect. 
With a final yank, Boffle gasped, ‘‘ It’s no use, Mollie, 
there’s not enough material by half an inch.’’ 
‘* Not enough?’’ laughed Mollie. ‘‘ Seems to me it’s a 


willful waist.”’—Frederice Moxon 


THOSE SMALL FLATS. 
Woggs—‘* You haven’t built the kitchen addition to your 


flat yet.’’ 
Boggs—‘‘ No; we are waiting to measure my father-in- 


law’s pipe.’’—F Db. Aéran 





“Great Heavens! doesn’t Newlywed look henpecked already ?"’ 
** Henpecked nothing! He's got chicken-pox.’’ 


ee 








THE MANUSCRIPT 
By EDWIN L. SABIN. 
EHOLD a bit of manuscript 
From out my cerebrum equipped ; 
My cerebellum the inditer 
Upon my faithful old typewriter. 


One afternoon unheralded 

It issued from my aching head— 
As mythologean avers 

Minerva did from Jupiter’s. 


All armed was she; and verses, you 
Shall likewise fare, without ado; 
No child of mine has ever failed 

To be exceedingly well mailed. 


Now born, I wonder what shall be, 
Sweet manuscript, your destiny. 

The humor in your lines concealed- 
Will it to ‘* readers’ be revealed ? 


Or, ventured as a serious flight, 
(With one or two revisions slight), 
Will you attract the approbation 
Of some religious publication ? 


Or, finally, in meaning dense, 
Devoid of humor and of sense; 
Unfitted for aught else, I ween, 
Be taken by a magazine, 


There to be used, as chance may hap, 
Like rags, to fill, forsooth, a gap! 


OTTO LANG «-—- 









































Unnoticed all, perused by none 
Except the proofreader—not one! 


But go your way, and straight essay 
To be by turn dull, grave, and gay; 
And after many a strange rehash 
At last be alchemized to cash. 


receptive void ’’ —— 


also. 


THE FORM OF DEVOTION. 
HE Italian stood by his truck with a tired, tragic look, 
while urchins, with common faces transformed by rapt 
and devout expression, anticipating cent luxuries in unwashed 
glasses, lingered around. 
It was the worship of Isis.— 24 Touche Hancock 


IN NEWSPAPER CIRCLES. 

First reporter (going out on his three hundred and forty- 
seventh assignment in three days)—‘‘ They say Napoleon used 
to take two hours’ sleep a night.”’ 

Second reporter (coming in 
from his three hundred and sev- Ay ieee . 
enty -eighth) — ‘‘ He probably \ yf 
needed that much with all the | || @ermadiyeg 
work he had.’’—F. p. Abram 
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A LITTLE TRAGEDY OF LOVE. 
By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON 


HE HAD told him that her 
father utterly disapproved 
of him and had issued peremp- 
tory orders that he should not 
come to the house. She trembled 
as she told him and there were 
tears in her eyes, for she feared 
that even then papa might be 
within hearing, possibly reach, 
of her loved one. 
But he was brave. 


When Love was in the van, / .. 
What cared he for any man? 


He was indeed no fair- 
weather lover, and the storm and 
stress made him very much 


stancher in his devotion to the 
one girl in all the world for him. 

‘‘ What boots it, dearest?’’ 
he whispered to her, soft and 





Genius—‘‘ Yes, sir; great genius must have an outlet ! 


Editor (interrupting )—*‘ That is so. 
Send along your effusions, Mr. Genius !”” 





THE WASTE-BASKET 
In every brain there is a waiting, eager, 


And in every office there is a waiting, yawning receptacle 


low, taking her to his manly bosom, breathing into her shell- 
like ear. ‘‘ What boots it ?’’—— 

‘*T do!’’ thundered papa, appearing upon the scene, rear 
entrance; and there was a dull, sickening thud which indicated 
that he did. 


THE MAGAZINE POET’S VERSES. 
HEY’RE modest as a violet, 
And never give a hint 
Of anything off-color, yet 
They don’t look well in print. 
—J. J O'Connell. 
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WASHABLE. 


Artist—‘‘ Be careful, because the paint is fresh !"’ 
Mollycoddle—‘* Never mind ; I shall wash my hands later.’ 
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Aides a t — “Ripe Se manned 
PKNOW THAT FISH HAVE NO FEELING 2~ /\, 












IF YOU THINK IT DOES NTI ° 
HURT THE POOR GOOSE 
LET US PULL OUT 
YOUR FEATHERS By 

THE Roots.” 









“How Does IT FEEL to 
YOU This CoLp WEATHER!” 














“No DouBT Youp FEEL AS CHEERFUL | 
IN A POWE AS TRE DuMB BRuUTE.|| © 













THE NEED OF A SISTERHOOD SOCIET’ FORTHE F 
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PUT THe MUZZLE 
WHERE 'T BELONGS. 
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BP) HOW WOULD YOU LIKE 
~~ *T TO BE JERKED ABOUT 
BY THE NOSE AS YOU 
TORTURE YOUR __ 
BLOODED BuLt ? 
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“ SUPPOSE WE DO UNTO 
OURSELVES AS WE DO UNTO 


OTHERS ” 




















ok) THE PUNISHMENT OF HUMAN (?) BEINGS. 
to wm. P a A.) 
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NOVELS 
COME FROM 
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By HOMER CROY 

URTIS CLENDENIN, author 

of the popular society novels 

which gave such close insight into 

the ways of the ultra set, was sit 

ting at his writing desk. He had 
just finished a paragraph: 

‘* Exquisite taste showed in 

the Delicate 

rose blushed a deep shade in 


room, tones of 
Fine, slender fes 
fell from the 
frieze, a garland of the same 
metal; the full-colored mahog- 
any furniture struck deep tones 


the carpet. 
toons of bronze 


of polish brown; masses of car- 
nations, in tall, slender bronze 
vases, stood on the hearth and 
contrasted with the pink cipoli- 
no marble of the graceful mantelpiece. A single Boucher, old, 
rich, and dim, showed in the chimney breast.”’ 

‘That's getting the spirit of the thing!’’ he exulted to 
himself. 

Then he stepped to the hall door and raised his voice to the 
‘*Say, there, Mrs. Murphy, I’ve gct to have some 
Do you think I want to wear my overcoat out in 


landlady : 
more heat! 
the house?’’ 


BELATED RECOGNITION. 
H® WAS an Italian and was being shown the wonders of 
Stratford-on-Avon. 

‘** This,’’ said they, ‘‘ is where Shakespeare was born.”’ 

‘* Shakespeare, Shakespeare?’’ cogitated the foreigner. 

** Who was he?’’ 

‘* Why,’’ they laughed, ‘‘ you must know! 
member ‘ Amlet’ and ‘ Romeo et Giuletta’?’’ 

** Oh, yes,’’ answered the Italian apologetically, ‘‘ I quite 
know—ze librettist !"’—24 Touche Hancock 


Don’t you re- 


“THE JOKE.’ 
ATHER ye cuttings while ye may. 
Old Time is still a-sprinting; 
And this same joke that smiles to-day, 
To-morrow will be printing. 
R W. 
REPLY OF A STATESMAN'’S WIFE 
‘6 | eam your husband believe in the separation of the church 


and the state?’’ 


Sneddan 


THE 


‘*] guess so; he never goes to church.’’—# 2. Horton 


AMONG FRIENDS. 
Reader—‘‘ Hello, Bill! How are you?’’ 
Joque Smith—* Aw, I was feeling punk, and I’ve been tak- 
ing big doses of iron lately.”’ 
Reader—‘‘ 1s that so? Well, I’ve been noticing that your 
jokes were rather rusty for the past week, and wondered what 


” 


was the matter.”’— william J. Lampton. 
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THE COOKING-SCHOOL GIRL $2) Ys 
| 5S Dem, } . 
j VA\EI | = —— eet LL 4 
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HE HAS all of the charms I’ve been | 4 
seeking vA 
Throughout my lone bachelor life, 


And often I’ve found myself speaking 
Of the pleasure of having a wife. 
Besides her most marvelous beauty, 
She also is witty and wise, 
While her cash makes it seem it’s my 
duty 
To capture this wonderful prize. 


She loves me, she often has told me, 
And I have no reason to doubt: 
While Cupid's forged fetters to hold me 
That keep me from gadding about. 
Yet to marry I never would risk it, 
Though she is a dear little elf, 
For I broke two front teeth o a biscuit 
She told me she cooked all herself. 
NOT WANTED 
Willie, who is visit- 
** Now, Willie, to- 
morrow we will go to the little country 
will be 


Grandma (to 
ing in the country) 
church over there, and you 
christened.’ 

Willie (whose papa builds ships)— 


** No, youdon’t! I don’t want anybody 























busting a bottle of champagne over my 
head !’’—r. p 
SYMBOLIC. 
CHICKEN steps from out its shell, 
And man lifts up his voice; 


A cuckoo steps from out its clock, 
And man does not rejoice. 


We Lap ‘ ait 
UNDERSTANDS HUMAN NATURE 
Hamlin looks like a 
good judge of human nature.’’ 
Hamilton—* He is a good judge; 
he’s going to open a butcher shop in 


** Chopsler 























the vegetarian settlement.”’ 


(HEN MRS 





3ROWN 


IS OUT OF TOWN 
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u A CRAFTSMAN. 


Amaieur—"' Now that I’ve built my boat there ’s no way to get her out. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 

JOHN WISE A Suburban Father 

Mrs. WISE His Wife 

HELEN WISE Their Daughter 

ACT I. 

Scene—Ample piazza of a suburban villa. 
Generously proportioned maples shade the house. 
Joun WIsgE, a retired merchant, is discovered 
sitting in his side whiskers and cool summer 





the piazza, reading the afternoon paper and 
Enter Mrs. WIsE excitedly, holding letter 


garments on 
smoking a cigar. 
in her hand. 

Mrs. Wise—Oh, John, dear, listen to this! 
Isn’t it awful? 
Mr. WiseE—Perhaps if you let me see it or hear it I can 


I just picked 
it up on Helen’s bureau. 


judge better. Sit down. You’re excited. 

Mrs. WiseE—Of course I’m excited. I’m going to lose 
Helen. Listen. (Reads.) ‘‘ Dearest, be ready to fly with me 
at five o’clock sharp, Monday, June 9th. Don’t forget the date. 
Will come to the house and take you right away from the old 
The machine is in perfect order now and your father 
Yours till death, 
Helen is evidently 


folks. 
will never catch us until we are married. 
George.’’ Isn’t it lucky I found it, John? 
expecting to elope, for her traveling dress and her suitcase are 
not in her room. To-day is the 9th, isn’t it? 

Mr. Wise—Yes. (Looks at his watch.) And it’s five 
minutes of five. (Rises from his chair excitedly:) And so he 
expects to take her away in broad daylight from under our very 
I like his assurance. (Paces the piazza.) Where’s 
It’s time she was on hand if she expects to go. 
I like his gall. Coming here to take 
I like his nerve, Where is 


noses. 
Helen? 
(Laughs sarcastically.) 
her away right before our eyes! 
Helen? 


The book never mentioned that !’’ 


A SUBURBAN ELOPEMENT. 
A DOMESTIC COMEDY IN TWO ACTS. 
By CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS 


Mrs. Wisk (fanning herself distractedly)—I’m sure I don’t 
know. She isn’t in her room and I haven’t seen her since 
lunch. She said she was going to the library. 

Mr. Wisk (explosively)—Probably the letter is a blind, 
then. They’ll undoubtedly elope from the library. Where’s 
my hat? : 

Mrs. WIsE (rising to her feet)—Oh, here comes the dear girl 
Don’t be harsh with her, father. Remember we eloped. 
Mr. WisE—Yes; but I wasn’t such an addlepate as George 


Bliss. 


now! 


(Enter HELEN at front gate. She looks cool and pretty as she 

walks calmly under the noble trees that completely shade the 

front of the house, and mounts the steps of the piazza. She 
smiles at her parents. ) 

Mr. WIsE (advancing to meet her and trying to be calm) 
Helen, were you expecting to go out with George Bliss this 
afternoon? 

HELEN (calmly)—Yes, father. 

FATHER (aside)—She doesn’t know we’ve read her letter. 

HELEN—How did you know? 

Mr. Wise—It’s not hard to guess—he’s here so often. 
Well, your mother and I have been talking it over and we’ve 
come to the conclusion that you can’t go out without a chaperon, 
and your mother does not feel like riding. Now, I don’t want 
any scene Just go upstairs to your room and busy yourself 
there until the dinner bell rings. 

HELEN (sweetly)-—Yes, father. 
mother and goes upstairs with no evidence of ruffled feelings.) 

Mr. WiseE—How calm she is! That’s odd, unless she does- 
n’t really love him. That’s it—she’s probably glad that we 
are preventing the elopement. I’!l sit here and finish this 
cigar and tell George what I think of him when he motors 


up. Puppy! 


(She kisses him and her 





THE POLLYPHONE, 


The latest invention to lessen the grief of the be- 
reaved Should be accompanied by records with 
full vocabulary of song and swear words. 





RUB 


BERSET 


TRADE MARK 


Shaving Brushes 


Ask the barber or your dealer 


RUBBERSET Co. 


A SUBURBAN ELOPEMENT—Continued. 

Mrs. Wise—I think I’ll lie down until 
dinner time. This affair has upset my 
nerves. 

Mr. Wise—Think how upset they 
would have been if we hadn’t gotten her 
letter. I never would have said a word 
ordinarily if he had come to take her out 
in the motor-car. 





4 BORN FOR THE JOB. 


Mr. Simian—'‘ What do you think of our new mail carrier ?’’ 
Mr. Bengal—‘‘ Great! And the best thing ‘s that he didn’t have to buy an out- 


fit to start off with."’ 


SEE THAT 


Your Bottle of 


Evans’ 


Has the 


Red and Black 
Label 


which insures 


Brewery Bottling 
the only Label under which Evans’ 
Ale is bottled by 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS 
Estab. 1786. Hudson, N. Y. 





(Erit Mrs. Wise.)—How could he ex- 
pect to take Helen away in broad day- 
light? And every approach to the house 
in full view! When I see him I’ll give 
him a plain talk- -— 

Mrs. WisE (from within, excitedly)— 
Oh, father, come to the library window! 
Helen, come down and see the aeroplane 
right over our house! There’s a man in 
it. Quick! Oh, it’s wonderful! Oh, 
how graceful! (Enter Mrs. WIsE.) 
Father, did you hear? There’s an air- 
ship over the house. Come and see it. 
I wish the trees weren’t so leafy. This 
would be a lovely place to see it only for 
the trees. 

Mr. Wise—I am not to be diverted 
from my purpose. What’s to prevent 
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Helen from stealing out of the house 
while I was looking at the airship? My 
place is here, and here I’]] stay. The 
airship will keep. 

Mrs. WiseE—Well, I’ll get Helen to go 
up on the roof, and we’ll look at it to- 
gether. It will be an added safeguard 
against her elopement. 

Mr. Wise—By George, that’s so! If 
Bliss is on time he’ll be here in a mo- 
ment now. (Exit Mrs. WIseE.) 

Voice oF Mrs. WIsE (upstairs)— 
Helen, Helen, follow me up on the 

(Continued on following page.) 


HARD TO DROP 
BUT MANY DROP IT. 

A young California wife talks about 
coffee: 

‘*Tt was hard to drop Mocha and Java 
and give Postum a trial, but my nerves 
were so shattered that I was a nervous 
wreck, and, of course, that means all 
kinds of ails. 

** At first I thought bicycle riding 
caused it and I gave it up, but my con- 
dition remained unchanged. I did not 
want to acknowledge coffee caused the 
trouble, for I was very fond of it. At 
that time a friend came to live with us, 
and I noticed that after he had been 
with us a week he would not drink his 
coffee any more. I asked him the rea- 
son. He replied, ‘I have not had a 
headache since I left off drinking coffee, 
some months ago, till last week, when I 
began again, here at your table. I don’t 
see how any one can like coffee, any- 
way, after drinking Postum!’ 

‘I said nothing, but at once ordered 
a package of Postum. That was five 
months ago, and we have drank no coffee 
since, except on two occasions when we 
had company, and the result each time 
was that my husband could not sleep, 
but lay awake and tossed and talked 
half the night. We were convinced 
that coffee caused his suffering, so he 
returned to Postum, convinced that 
coffee was an enemy, instead of a friend, 
and he is troubled no more by insomnia. 

‘*I, myself, have gained 8 pounds in 
weight, and my nerves have ceased to 
quiver. It seems so easy now to quit 
coffee that caused our aches and ails and 
take up Postum.’’ 

Read the little book, ‘‘ The Road to 
Wellville,’’ in packages. ‘‘ There’s a 
Reason.’’ 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears from time to 
time. They are genuine, true, and 
full of human interest. 
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UBURBAN ELOPEMENT—teneiuacea. 


See, there is an aeroplane over- 

ead. 
Mr. Wise (looking at his watch)-- 
minute after five! He’s late, the 
ippy 
1ughter in suspense? What right has 
e to think he’s good enough for her? 
Where is the fellow, anyway? (Strides 
vn the front walk to the gate and 


oks up and down the street.) 


ACT II. 


ScENE—Peaked roof of the Wises’ 
house. Mr. and Mrs. Wise discovered 
at skylight, looking into the air. 


Mrs. Wise (reading letter again)— 





! What right has he to keep my | 





THE PROVERBS OF MODERNUS, 
THE CYNIC. 


By STUART B. STONE. 
s N AMERICAN hero, the bub- 
#2 bles of soap, the gilt of the 
4 ring in the popeorn box— 
these glitter for a time and 
pass away. ¥ 

A package of gum for the 
matinée girl, peanuts for the 
: god in the gallery, and a 
. muzzle for the mouth of the 
latecomer in the box. 

A fool waxeth hot 





the wise man sitteth in the shade on the 
courthouse steps and smoketh free 


cigars. 



































HOW THE BRITISH GOVERNMENT OFFICIAL ESCAPED 
THE SUFFRAGETTES. 


** Dearest, be ready to fly with me at 
five o’clock.”’ 

Mr. Wise (shaking his fist impotently 
the air)—Fool that I was not to 
understand the English language! To 
fly is not to motor. It is to fly. There 
they are just alighting on the roof of 
the Episcopal church a mile away. 
(Looks at watch.) And it’s just four 
minutes after five! That’s what I call 
quick work and George 


at 


slick work. 


must have something in him, after all. 
Mother, let’s make the best of a bad 
matter and hurry over to the church 
and congratulate them as 
out. 
Mrs. WisE—With all my heart! 
CURTAIN. 


they come 





My son, if the borrower pester thee, 
give him Confederate money; send him 
away with counterfeit quarters in his 
raiment. 

How much better is it to excavate 
post holes and get gold than to wear 
the patches of genius, or to pilot a 
street-car than to pen immortal, unsal- 
able sonnets! 

Better an attic room, a cob pipe, and 
peace, than a mansion with scolding and 
twins. 

If thine enemy be hungry, give him 
the biscuit which the young housewife 
hath molded. 

Can one go unto the broker’s office 
and be not broke? 


A drummer is a pleasant sight in the, 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


in the} 
strife of the campaign, but | 


EN | Sister 
make good desserts — 
custards, creams, puddings 


ad 
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—if she g 


and uses 


Bess 


can 


by the book 


KINGSFORD’S CORN STARCH 


@ Desserts too that every member of the 


family can eat and enjoy. 


@ Housewives famous for their cooking 
from nearly every State in the Union tell 
us how they use Kingsford’s to improve 


their cooking. 


@ You'll find the recipes in our remark- 


able little Cook Book F. F.— 
‘*What a Cook Ought to Qi 
Know About Corn Starch - 
with 168 of the best recipes 

you ever tried. ; 


d a 


—— 
= et 
— 


Mail a post card today. 
We'll send the book free. 


T. Kingsford & Son 
Oswego, N. Y. 


Nat onal Starch Co., Successors 


eyes of arustic maid, but he chaffeth | 
like thunder and is filled with super- 
heated ether. 

In the summer the small boy’s fancy 
turneth to balls and strikes, and, lo! 
his grandmother is dead. Yea, she dieth 
once for each double-header on the 
home grounds. 

In the summer, also, the man at the 
tie counter goeth down to the sea in ex- 
cursion trains, clad in glad raiment and 
smelling as a rose of Sharon. But, 
alas! the summer girl insnares him, 
and his small change is consumed be- 
fore dinner. 


A MAKE-UP MIX-UP. 
HEN Marie and I ‘‘ made up’”’ 
In that time so far to seek, 
"Twas my heart was on my sleeve, 
And a blush inflamed her cheek. 


But in ‘‘ make ups ’”’ you will note 
Now’s employed a diff’rent art. 
’Tis her blush is on my sleeve, 
While her cheek inflames my heart! 


Edwin L. Sabin. 


CONSCIOUS RECTITUDE. 
Mother—‘‘ Johnny, do you listen to 
the still, small voice?”’ 
Johnny—‘‘ No’m; I ain’t no eaves- 


dropper. ’’—McLandburgh Wilson. 





TWO KINDS OF GIRLS. 


By F. P. PITZER. 


LIKE the happy, care-free girl— 
To her my heart succumbs; 

And I confess that I detest 
The grumbling girl that grumbs. 


You take both in your auto car. 
The first lauds your machine; 

The second grumbles at the stench 
Caused by the gasoline. 


You take both in your motor-boat. 
The first its speed will praise; 

The second grumbles that her dress 
Will be spoiled by the sprays. 


You take both in your airship. 
The first enjoys the air; 

The second grumbles that the mist 
Of clouds uncurls her hair. 


Oh, when that Grumbler shuffles off 
Her mortal coil, I fear 
That she will grumble thuswise: ‘‘It’s 


{ hot / \ down / 
Too for me ere !’’ 
/ cold § / up § h 


THE SPENDTHRIFT. 
OU HAVE 


sowed, 
And should you go the pace, 
You'll surely find the same old road 
Leads to the same old place. 
J. J. O'Connell. 


to reap as you have 
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*‘The World’s Best Table Water’”’ 


ODE TO A 
(With 


Ry REV. N 


EE, sleekit paper, folded, tasty 
Oh, what a panic’s in my breastie! 
Perhaps my sending was too hasty 
Wi’ o’ermuch brattle. 
I wad some better fate had chanced thee 
In letter’s battle! 


I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 
Throughout the editorial union 
Has justified the iil opinion 
Which thus doth startle 
Me, their poor, earth-born companion 
An’ fellow-morta! ! 


REJECTED 


apologies to Robert Burns.) 


MANUSCRIPT 


3. RIPLE?D 

My wee bit hope is now in ruin! 

It’s curious ways they have o’ doin’; 

Such treatment, sure, they wad be ruin’, 
Full well I \veen, 

Did they but ken the fame ensuin’ 
From thoughts so keen! 


But, trav’ler, thou art no thy lane 

In proving expectation vain. 

The best-laid schemes o’ bards an’ men 
Bring oft annoy, 

An’ lea’e us naught but grief an’ pain 
For promised joy. 


Still, it is true thou blessest me: 

I surely know the fate of thee! 

But, och! I backward cast my e’e 
On prospects drear! 


An’ forth, to ‘‘stuff 


’ sent tremblingly 


I guess an’ fear! 


Take Abbott's Bitters before meal A wreat aid 


to digestion. Wine merchanis and drucgist 


HIS FEAR 
Friend 
Newrich = 

the butler 


Fremon Gems 
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**Blood will tell, you know.”’ 
’Tain't 


will.’ — wei rT 


that; I’m afraid 







«like adiamond—wears like 
br incy guarantees 
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tofdiamonds. Setonly 
olid gold mountings. A marvel- 
y reconstructed gem, net an 


Sent n approval 
No canvassers wanted 


409 N. Broadway, St. Louis 


. imitation 
for our catalog, it's free. 
hemun JcWELAY CO., 
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FINEST 


EE 


EVER 
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THE MODERN 


n number 


her seven 


VE LONG for the flag cf the spring- 
time, 
To put all our worries to rout; 
We long for the pole on which gladly 
We hoist up the star-spargled trout. 
vu" hw 
THE SIMILARITY 
‘“ M* HUSBAND is like a rooster in 
one respect.’”’ 
** Indeed?’’ 
‘**Yes. When he 


crows over it.”’ rge Fredevich Wilses 


gets up early he 


“GOODERHAM IS PRONOUNCED 
GOODRUM!!! Ask any Canadian.” 


“THE POET’S SONG.”’ 


(After Tennyson.) 


Ay RU SNEDDON 
HE BLOW had fallen; the poet 
arose, 
He passed by the inn and out of the 
street. 
A light wind blew his soft hat from his 
head, 
And waves of dark mud rolled over 
his feet, 


And he sat him down in a lonely place 


And chanted a melody loud and 
long, 

That made the wild rain fall from the 
cloud 


And the frog stop short in his song. 


The swallow dropped as it passed o’er- 
head; 
The worm, being deaf, did stay. 
A poacher thought of the law and the 
‘‘Beak,’”’ 
And tried if he couldn’t pray. 
And the nightingale swore, ‘‘I have 
sung many songs, 
Sut ne’er a one so gay, 
For he sings of what the world would 
be 
If editors died away.’’ 


UNDESIRABLE MARKS. 


Father—‘* Well, Willie, what marks 
did you get at school to-day?’’ 
Willie a Red, 


sit down. ’’— George Frederich Wi 


ones, papa; where I 


DIVORCEE 


seven * And will you love me a great deal."’ 


put together 


Old-Pure-Rare-Rich in Flavor 
are the essential qualities 
of a fine old whiskey. 


Sunny Brook 


Tt PURE FOOD 
Whiskey 


Possesses all of these qualities 
because it is distilled andaged 

in the good old honest Ken- ies 
tucky way. Every bottle is ff 
sealed with the Govern- 

ment “Green Stamp” up- 

on which is printed the 

exact age—proof and 
quantity of whiskey with- 

in each bottle. 


Sunny Brook Distillery Co. 
Jefferson County 
Kentucky 








PROMPTLY RELIEVED BY 


BLAIR'S . 


ad | a 
GREATENGLISH WY 
REMEDY. 4 
SAFE&EFFECTIVE 50 &$ 


: DRUGGISTS. 
@@ @3 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN.NY. 
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Wizard Repeating (Semmed = 
€ 
Will stop the most vicious dor (or 

man) without permanent injary, 

langer of leakage. Fires and recharges b pull- 

ing the trigwer. Loads from any liquid. No 
dealers, or by mail, 50c. Rubber-covered Holster 0c 
With pistol, 55c. Money-order or U.S. stam No coins 


LIQUID PISTOL (Eee 
th, 
Perfectly safe to carry without 
cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading, All 
Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, B’klyn, N.Y. 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 

“ all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 2¢th 
Street, New York. 


GET MARRIED——™2trimonia! paper with ad- 
vertisements of marriage 
able people from all sections, rich, poor, old, young, 
Protestants, Catholics, ete., mailed, sealed, Fre« 
B. F. GUNNELS, Toledo, Ohio. 
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TILLING - DISTRIBUTERS 


OLD I. W. 


LOUISVILLE, KY. 
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In enswering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








Bu 


i 


"] 


suc 


fell 


doc 


city 











is published weekly by the 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
| 225 Fifth Avenue New York City 






WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
1136-7 Marquette Building, Chicago, III. 







One year, or 52 numbers - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers . - 2.50 
Borrieo at THE Sprincs. Buoa Pest, HUNGARY. | Thirteen weeks - a J - 1.50 


checks which are at a discount in New York City 


cents a year for postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00a year. _ 
EUROPEAN AGENTS—/nternational News Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C. London 


Rue dela Victoire, Paris ; Clara Strasse, Mainz, Germany. 


regular rates at any of the above offices. ; : : ge 
The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both the United States and Great Britain. 


return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be guaranteed. 


promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 
BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy ; 1908, 20 cents; 1907, 30 cents, etc. 














A FOGY’S COMPLAINT. 


By TUDOR JENKS 






HEN I was young, our novels ran But, now! I seek a modern book, 














In very simple fashion; And scarcely turn a page 
Each told of some romantic youth Before the volume’s flung away 
Inspired by noble passion. In puritanic rage! 
He loved a maiden, fair and young, The heroes—grizzled married men; 
And sought her for his bride; The heroines are-—-what? 
; To gain her pink and dimpled hand, Their ‘‘ characters ’’ (?) so studied 
Through volumes three he tried. There is no room for plot. 
eS Of course there was a Villain, too, The items of the Decalogue 
With deep and dark designs, : - 
Who wove his tangled web upon Must each in turn be Seehen. 
"4 - The villain is the hero now; 
The well-known crooked lines. A é 
ning nc every sentence spoken 
The Villain always had a dupe, — ® omeew andl aot wit 
Her father or her brother, — _— peer wag head oeg P a 
And prospered while the Hero roamed Se delicately blended 
, ‘ e That one finds what was once called 
. In some far land or other. td eta we 
crime 
But when Sir Hero filled his purse Ingeniously defended. 
” And came galumphing back, 
Twas ‘‘ Jack, dear Jack! My own! My Should perseverance bear you through 
love!’’ This dreary stuff they utter, 
And Villain got the sack. You’ll find the heroine insane, 
Then joyful village bells would ring, The hero on a shutter. 
The Happy Pair would wed; Oh, give us back the ancient tales 
And ‘‘Chapter Last: They Dwelt in Of ‘‘ Bread and Cheese and Kisses ’’! 
Bliss ’’— We tire of diagnosing your 
Till Jack and Jill were dead. Sophisticated Misses! 
Your paper creatures simper vice— 
They’re neither saints nor sinners. 
e These are not men who love their wives, 
Nor thieves who steal their dinners. 
= Come! If we must hold clinics o’er 
t on True diabolic revels, 
Web Welcome a modern Rabelais 
0 for To annalize these devils! 
CARRIED IN THEIR HEADS. Every lover of a good cocktail should call for Ab- 
bott’s Bitters. Makes the best. 
rT OCTOR, why is it that in the ' 
: country the physicians carry FRUITLESS RESEARCH. 
1i0. | such large medicine bags, while youcity <¢é¢ Se scientist spent many hours 
_— » fellows use only insignificant ones?’’ of his life in fruitless re- 
-— “T’ll tell you. What those country search!’’ 
doctors lug around in their bags, we ‘In what line?’’ 
city physicians carry in our heads.’’ ‘* Trousers. You see, his wife always 
‘*T see; you’re dope-heads, eh?’’ went through them the night before!’’ 
' Charles Cormac Mullin. =—€.¢. 








For Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been skilfully 
and successfully administered by medical 
specialists for the past 30 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 











* Springs, Ark Dwight, IL Kansas City. Mo. White Plains, N.Y. Pittsburg. Pa. 
maee wes Marion. Ind St. Louis. Mo Columbus, 0. 4246 Fifth Ave. 
m- ~ = “4 . "4 Lexington. Mass 2301 Locust St. Portland, Ore. Providence, R. I 
bs ae she ~ Portland. Me Manchester, N. H. Philadelphia, Pa. Winnipeg. Manitoba. 
—a ta. Ga Grand Rapids, Mich. Buffalo, N. Y. 812 N. Broad St. London, England. 











Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on New York, or by express or postal order, not by local ' 


Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 


Brentano's, Avenue de UOpera, Paris ; Saarbach’s News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, London ; 56 


Subscriptions and advertising for all the publications of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken at 


Contributors must include a stamped and self-addressed envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 


If JUDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the publishers will be under obligations if that fact be 


CHANGE OF ADDRESS: Subscribers when ordering a change of address should give the old as well 
as the new address, and the ledger number on their wrapper. From two to three weeks must necessarily 
elapse before the change can be made, and before the first copy of JUDGE will reach any new subscriber. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 













ETTER than honey on hot 
biscuit—delicious on buckwheat 
cakes. ‘The best and purest syrup 
in the world for all uses 
—aegrees with everybody. 


Karo 


CORN SYRUP 
Eat it on 


Use it for 
Griddle Cakes Ginger-Bread 
Hot Biscuit Cookies 
Waffles Candy 


_ %& Send your name on a 
= post card for Karo Cook 
Book—fifty pages includ- 
ing thirty perfect recipes 
for home candy-making. 
CORN PRODUCTS REFINING 
CO., Dept. F_F., New York 
P. 0. Box 161 






































































































As a Valentine 








Q Why not a beautiful photogravure — artistic in 
execution, delicate in its meaning to the recipient? 


@ As a starter only —for once she gets her first 
JUDGE QUALITY PRINT, she'll eschew 
candy and flowers till she’s gone clean through the 
catalog —we suggest the following. We deliver 
them framed for very little extra, but framing 
orders must be placed considerably in advance. 


james Montgomery Flagg James Montgomery Flagg 














Copyrigit. 1909, by Judge Co. Copyright, 1909, by Judge Co 
> rDNTCYTICT. 
THE HYPNOTIST: Any Orange Would Be Relished 
‘*Now you both believe you can't live Served This Wav—Trrv It ! 


without each other.” 





Photogravure in sepia, 15 x 18, $1.00 Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16, fifty cents 


Hand-colored, $2.00 Hand-colored, $1.00 





Catalog containing many other suitable 





Valentine prints sent for ten cents 









Leslie-Judge Company 


225 Fifth Avenue - - New York 
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